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ON 
| : Several Subje&s: - 
] _ Written by 1 4 K 
b EY HE N DUCK, 


Lately a poor Threſßer in a Barn in the 
County of Wilts, at the Wages of Four 
Shillings and Sixpence per Week: 


Which wete publickly tead by 


he Right Honourable the Earl of Matclesfield; | 
in the Drawing-Room at Wina/or-Caſtle, va 
Friday the 11th of September, 1736, to her 
Ma) ESTY « 


bo was thereupon moſt graciouſly pleaſed to tale 

che Author into her Royal Protection, by allowing 
him a Salary of Thirty Pounds per Annum, and 
a ſmall Houſe at Richmond in Surrey, to live in, 
for the better Support of Himſelf and Family. 


1 = The SEVENTH Corrios, Corrected. 
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To. which is added, 
zome Account of the LIFE of the a 


4 ” OO — — 
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LONDON. 


Printed for J. Rorxk rs, near the Oxford-Arms in Warwick 
Lane; and Sold by the Bookſellers of London and 
Meſtminſter. M. DCC. XXX. 

Price Sin Pence. 
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in the Vear 17035, near the Seat of 
Feier Bathurſt Eſq; at Clarendon Park in 


markable only for their Honeſty and 
Induſtry. However; we find he had ſome ſmall 
ſhare of Reading and Writing beſtowed on him, 
ith very little or no Grammar: For before he 


had reach'd his Syraxis, his Mother had a very no- 
table Complaint . exhibited againſt him by his School- 
| maſter, vz. That he took his Learning too faſt, even 
faſter than the Maſter could give it him. So that the 
prudent Parent to prevent, 10 growing an Evil, remov- 
tig 4 ed 


the County of Wits, of Parents re- 


| 0 iv ) 
ed her Son from School to the Plow, leſt he mig 
become too fine a Gentleman A the OF; 2 
| 1 him. | 


"Tho Sees of Leal £ a our you oY 
Plowman, there was no Poſſibility of weeding the 
out l Fer the Labour of his Mind generally accom ] 
pany'd that of his Body. Milton was his conſtan 
Companion in the Field and in the Barn: HA WIE 
had likewiſe made himſelf Maſter of a Set ot the H. 
SpeAtators, atid Baileys 5 Dictionary. Our Au he. 
thor, thus equipped, aſcends the Hill of Parnaſſus, Fin 


The courteous Reader muſt be inform'd, that oui 
Poet is to be unhappily number d amongſt thoſe 
Men, whoſe Learnito and fine Parts are not- able wil Hir 
Sive their Yoke-mates that SatrsfaFon : and Contert mi 
Which a weak Mind with a vigorous.Conſfirarich tler 
is generally apt to do. However, he has had thief mit 
Chi dren born to him in Wedlock; at che Chriſt wh 
ning of the laſt Child, one of the (good Women Ap 
happen'd to blab it out to the Reverend Gentleman Riz 
who perform'd the Ceremony, That Mr. Duck was a wh 
Man of great Learning, and had Mit enoughto be af Bec 
* Parſon for that -he could make Verſes like any man, and dia 
"as good as ever ſhe had heard in her Life. Upon this RAin 
commendation of this wiſe * Woman, the Doctor, Iry; 
who is a dignified Perſon in the e of Oxford, [wh 
bad ſome Diſcourſe with Mr. Duck, and gave | She 
hm a Theme, with ſome Directions br the Im. Hon 
provement ot his Genius: But when Mr. Duck bot 5 
finiſh 


Inis Approbation, the. Doctor 


| Conceit with himlelf, and pwent: on, ri ing dug burn. 


( r 59 
ſiniſnd his Verſes, ale elented them 455 


the Flames. This Was a moſt: crue Di. n 
6 that for a long time after he was, almoſt our. 0 


5 


ing, and his Wife continually. ſcoldu 8 
neglected his Labour; And when Was Sranm | 
his Lines, ſhe would oftentimes, run out wo 7: 
whole Nei ghbourhood, telling the Peo eople, 5 
Husband heal with the Devil, and was, gang m 


Ie aid re all n LE 19h ay unialf, and. 171 


Jr. y. 22 [1190 14 170d: 01: 5 f ri n 


Bat maugre. this ill — af bis x 
his Fame at length begin. to rouze the. 


hire to: ſame; confiderazion of him, jan 


mitted to the Tables of great. . 
tlemen, He now wrote 118 Poem may on the « 


Ie, that on Poverty, and the Threſber's Labour; 


4 which were handed about the Country with great 


Applauſe, in Manuſcript. A Copy was ſent to the 
Right. Honourable the Earl of Tankerville at Windſor, Ty 


where the Honourable Mrs. Clayton, of her Majeſty's 


mg 


Bed-chamber, happening to ſee it, that Lady imme: 
diately preſented it to the Queen: The Verſes became | 


ſin much Reputation at Court by all Judges of Poet: f 


y; and the Author was then ſent for to Windſor, 
where her Majeſty was graciouſly pleaſed to declare, | 
She would allow him thirty Guineas a Tear, and a little | 
Houſe at Richmond, till he Goula be better provided 


for, g ot! 
| He l 


7 


Us He ie mY by 2 DN Earl." to write upon the 
Sui, 0 Fi Sat r be Hat no trus Knowleage, nn 


ad” rea any 6 bing of the Nature of that great 7 
Barf, "Was at "preſent uncapable' of ſuch a Task. 


Pp has "hh Win With ſuch — (whom 10 * 
' | fixes the firſt of the ' Engliſh Poets) that he can re. 
peat the whoſe Beck by heart. The Spefators, be 

Lys, were of ſngular Uſe to him, and Bailey's Di. 

| vibnary inſtructed him in the Signification of all Word; 
Which he thought unconth. He gave ſuch Anſwer _ 
as were entirely ſatisfactory to thoſe who might haveſ © 

any ſuſpicion that the Poems were wrote by ſome e 

ther Perſon; and as he readily accounted for ever 

Var __ ſcem'd extraordinary, it is demonſtrable h 

$ in no other Hills than thoſe of his own 

275 NI bs, Which has juftiy render d bim the Adm 

ation & the, preſent A o eslds Ff ar 01 bs 
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. > STE 11G my Son 5 iL 40 

1 Ty Maes He Dems 
7 = tne WE „ mA 20152 A 
6 : > But, chiefly; Thou, O. G0 b. an 
Wo n! Soul inſpire .. coFl 
And touch my Lips with thy Celeſtial-Firer © / 
[lf Thou geliglit't 'in' low'ry Carnie?s Shade, 
Or Jandams geream, from therice'T crave thy Ad? 
Inſtruẽt my Tongue, and my low” Accents raiſe, * 1 
To ſing thy Wonders, and diſplay thy Praiſe; 3 li 
And make thꝰ Inhabitants of Fug bs Land 3 {bt ; lis 


at Fik Vo+ 


ire Ear, and Ire! to my Voice attend. 38 | 
A 2 Thus Il 


4 


Thus when the Shunanite had made her Prayer, . 


'd around fo bear 


Th! amazing Tale; ; while "thus her joyful Tongue, . 
Mapp * r _— 


: Av 


1 ye 80d of Mi "Ind gra, 


Whilſt I Jebouab's Glorious Acts declare 3 == 
From that great” Source of Power what Wonders ſpring, 


It he aſſiſt my Lays, my Muſe ſhall ſing. 


My Lord and I, to whom all-bountcous Heaven 


His Bleſiqgswith no ſparing Hand had giyen, 
Like faithful Stewards of our wealthy Store, 
Still lodg'd the Stranger, and reliev'd the Poor, 
And as Eliſpa, by diving Command, 

Came preaching Virtue | to a ſinful Land, 
He often deign'd to lodge within gur Gate, _. 
And oft receiv'd an hoſpitable Treat ; — 1 
A decent Chamber we for him Prepar d; 

And he, the generous Labour to rolled, 
Honours in Camp or Court” to us propos'd, 
Which I reſus d, and thus my Mind diſclos d: 
Heaven's King hath plac d us in a fertile Land, 


Where he ſhowers down his Gifts with copiqus * ; 


Already we enjoy an affluent Store, 
Why ſhould we be ſollicitous for more ? 


Give Martial Camps, and Kingly Courts to them 


Who place their only . in flexting Fae ; a 


1 
09-1 
Thete let chem lire in in golden Chains = 
And be Unhappy, only to be Great. 

But let us in our Native Soil remain, ' 

Nor barter Happineſs for ſordid Gall. 

Here we may feed the Indigent in Peace, 
And cloath-the- Bare with the ſuperfluous Fleece, 4 : 


T 


And give the weary fainting Pilgrim Eaſe. 

This we prefer to Pomp, and formal Show, | 
Which only ſerves to varniſh o'er our Woe; 
Refulgent Ornaments, which dreſs the Proud, 
Objects of Wonder to the gazing Crowd; 

Yer ſeldom give Content, or ſolid Reſt, 

To the vain Man by whom they are poſſeſs d. 


All Bleſſings, but a Child, pa Heaven ſupply d, 
ys only that, the Almighty had deny'd ; 
Which, when made known to the Propheric Ser, 
He ſaid, and I before him did appear, 
And the firſt moment ] approach d the Room, 
He gravely roſe, and did new Looks aſſume ; 
Not ſuch a Wildneſs and fanatic Mien, 
With which, ſome ſay, the Delphic Prieſts are ſeen, 
When they for Myſteries of Fate explain 
The odd Chimæra's of a frantic Brain; F 
But with a grave Majeſtic Air he ſtood, - 
And more than Human in his Aſpect glow'd 
Celeſtial Grace ſat on his radiant Look, 
| And Power diffuſive" ſhone before he ſpoke, 


— — 
— . 


66) 


Then W Saul! thy pious n 
Are not forgot, nor fruitleſs, are thy. \Prayers;: 2 
Propitious Heav'n, thy. AS, Deeds a own. H = = 1 


3+ <#3* 


9201 


II 


Who col in pace x ro view, x. wy. "ag $17 %% „ eit 
Surpriz 'd, to bear * unex edked fi, Vat 10 Hol 7 h 
And each rejoices for my 13 Happineſs... 22110 1050s; (LDF 


When all had fal 1. mg my, joyful enge,, 0 Tal 
And thus, to God, addreſs'd my. grateful Song. 


A F FR 


; 4147 Vo (3$ 3: 1! TV, 241 001 
9 God | PIT 8 can ſing thy Praiſe; 
Or who can lathom thy ſtupendous Ways g 7 1 A 
All things obey at thy Divine Go Command,, le Ld 
Thou mak ſt a fruitful Field of barren Land, „ at * 
Th'obdurate Rock a a ere Glebe | ſhall be. 


And bring forth” copious Crops,. il bid by: The PR 
Arabia's Deſert hall with Plenty ſmile, 


And fruitful Vine adorn th? 'uncultivated . 
vel © MU H 
1 thus th: | Tbs. — Audience raile their Voice, 
And interrupt her Song, as, they rejoices b 1 
O God! we gladly hear thy mighty Power, a2 „ ill 
And joytully.. thy gracious Name adore: 3 310g Ur 
All Nature 1s ſubſervient to thy Word. , 


And ſhifts her wonted Courſe t ohey Her Lord. 4 b 8 
We“ 


. 
. 
1 
* 


(980 
Ve, for thy Servant's Joy our Thanks-expe(s'; 2 T 
\s grows the Child, ſo let her Bliſs iaeteaſe ; w 24 
Und may thy Delegate, who did preſide 
| ver, his. Native, Hour, his, A&ions guide f. Ir e 
And, Le Protegting Ange; that. do fill (in 1 nooë 
lait round the Bleſs'dp preſerve him from, all IA 
aſpire his, Soul with, Mixtuę wchilſt on Barth, 10 bay. 
L be, big watch, Ganrdians yori; Death, 5 6 2 
[ca fly bep- f. g Dame f v tes 


The People ſtpaight, obey the mute Nom no 20d 
All ſilent ſfand, and all attentive look, 


Waiting her Words, while thus ſhe mournful ſpoke. 
Au- Pkeaſüres WR inert here Beld weng. 14. 

No näfting Js we Gretchrü! MIbrtakkHIGwT 707) ba. 
And: fie ue walt cir growing -Tlappiftszan rod 
Some ſuddeh®Gridf"deſtroys* the rig. BIE W 001 
E'ce 'Fdufteh Telis wre meafür d By HU Song ! 
(So ſoon; alaß! Te gteateft Blenng gate) bn! 


He in the Harheſtito che Reaper go mon! iT | 
To vicw the baiid#Shthves itn Rig2H7 bok 
Like an embattled Army in the Field; | 
(A new Udlighttful:;P rolpt&--to- the Child 58 vI uaT | 

| 


But Eichen there the ſcorching Sun diſplay: -2 511.4. 
His Heat intenſe, and on bis Vitals preyd i un/ 


y 92111 ect | ö 
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The glowing. Noſe was quickly ſeen to ſade, 0 1 1 

At once, his pe and bis Lite, decay d:- noi of 5 
510 Of 82481 #5 hain L. 

At 


| Soon, at my Haile the diſmal News I beatd 
Soon, at my Houſe, the dying Chüd appent d. 


Tembrace him 1 wich fond Affestion ful, 3 l 
And O! ſaid T. What Pain afflids my Son? 7 12 
He try d to "ſpeak ; "but fault't ring, gave 2 Groiih: Th 
No perfect Wotd Procceded from his Tongue, | wy 
But on his TR he" broken Accents 1 2 an "at * 
| Bas ag z ali 114, An 

LOL Foe 1 lid 20% 2111s \'/ To 

Al Means T:u$'d. what might allay his: Paid, 14 BY 


And ſtrove 1g.1give. him Eaſe, but ſtrove i in vain: Box, 
Short, and more hort he drew, his roſy arne IN. 


Too ſure Preſage gf his approaching : Death... u 
The Blood congeal'd, the heaving Heart bet or 1. 


And his Head dropt with a declining Bow ; 8 - 4 
Thrice from my Brealt 1 to raiſe himſelf. he try d = 
And thrice N n 8 again, * groaning, TY W 

Th 


Thus, Abel with beet we YEA -nurs 4 a beauteous || p; 
And taught the docile Branches where to twine: Vine, w. 


An eaſtern Gale, or ſome pernicious Froſt, . 
pd the * * and all A Labour's loft. [01 
War 


With Horror ulld, a while aghaſ I ſtood 


1 Viewing the Child, and trembling as I vicw'd: 
|: My 


G29) 
My Eyes diſcharg'd their humid Store apace, - 


And Tear ſucceeded Tear a-dowt thy Face : | 
Scarce my dilated Heart the Grief ſuſtain d; 


d recovering Ne T thus comp, 


| That only for A Moment pleaſe the Mind, 


Then fly, and leave a Weight of Woe behind! 
But yer in vain T thus lament and mourn, 

The Soul once fled ſhall never more return; 

And the fair Body now muſt be convey'd 

To Earth's dark Boſom, arid eternal Shade. 

Yet let me not prefcribe a Bound to Heaveny ” 
'Twas by a Miracle the Child was given; | 
Nor can I thin the Wonder is more great, 

If the departed Sbul ' reſumes her Seat. 
What if I ro Mount Carmel haſte a way, 

To him who did his myftick Birth diſplay? 
His powerful Word the Barten fruitſul made 


His powerful Word, perhaps, niay raiſe the Dead. 
The famous 71 ;ſhbite raisd a Widows Son; 5 
Bziſba has as wondrous Actions done. 
When he to Jordans rapid Totrent came, 
He with the Mantle fmore th impetuous Stream: 
Obſequious to the Stroke, the Waves divide, 
And raiſe a liquid Wall on either Side. 


0 gering Joys, inconſiant as the Wind, 


—— —— — — — —— — 


— — — . — — 3223 
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Cre þ 
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At Ferjchs;:long bad cha — "ul 1 L bak 


Deceivd che. Tiusbandimpn, and: nige h his Toil; 5 


Let at hs, Wordt 1 it, grew a. lertile Field, 199! : 
And pois'nous Springs did wholeſome Watcrs ied. 


C „ . 7 22 208100, 27 47 0119 A 0 
or can I he; only uch,grear, Bleſſings ſe 
B Curley, i invok 4 May's him attend - 821 Snag " * 


Elſe how at ' Bethel Pg he " Vengeance, down, 9 


34 $4 515 


As a jay Scourge ca The 0 


"T 
Tf: 14 


— 
5 


dri 5 * 7440 
pprobrious own? hes of 
15209 20 . worn Xbod 1i2 21; bnA 
Again, hen "Mach, Brag, with Mel proke, f gt 
And vainly.. Krave po git a5, ſcrvils. Lobes am 701 nl 
Our powerful Kings led forth, thi, embattled Hoſk 21 %/F 
Thro' Edont's. Jultry,., Wilgs,,and Air aduſt, ., 5 
Where the Confeq' | rage. Troops na Water found; 
Dry were the Springs. and ſteril was thę, Ground: 
The Captains wanted Serength, and Courage fail'd, = 
When Lhirlt and. .Facs ar. once the, Hoſt aflail'd. | 
The Kings 10 him their joint Perigions ; made, ; 


And fainting Soldiers: crav d his "rumely.. Aid ; 
Nor crav'd in vain : The powerful Word | he ſpake,.. 


5˙* 


And flowing Waters erm d . ſpacious. Lale; = * 75 
The ſhining | Screams: adyance their humid Train, lf 
And Edont's Wilds oon grow a liquid Plain. 1185 0 
Not in more plenty did the Waters Wii Gin b : A 


Out of the Rock, when ſtruck by Amram's Son. 


( an } ; 


, And who can that amazing Ad, org 
Which he pessonm Hand pep Ahe Nididanrlgt | Debt l- 


ye 


"| Whoſe quantity .of;@il-1ont Pot contain da nyvoll 


et nunYtous !Vellels;;filld theforg- Treas: drained ttc: 
Then he who ſuch ſtupendous Acts has done, 
If God propitious, proue, can raiſe» my. Son... 715 
V tha Child wich, oeede,. 
And laid it gn , the ſacred . Prophey's, Bed; „ „ > 
Then call '> my;\Secyant.to. Preparg.;ths; Steed, Lem 
"| Penſive and fad, my mourging Hushang eic « 4 lr 
an would I berg chis Journey thee gde 5. z. 
Io God to-day, the, Prophet does, inhere 0 % 3+ / 
Nor can he aught Nl. cos eres blid va! 
Sd] i nib good: dim bit 2 2071 
| To en nen Bee, ze! 1150 utrywogq ↄmol tHe\ 
Rather than fink, ee my Hopes to laic, 7 


ell me no more ot Ceremonial Days ! ον 9 ee 


His God is preſene (ill, and heats him hen die prays 


| Thus ſaid: urg ing my Steed witho eager haſte © 
Swift as the Mountain Roc: the Plains I paſt : 


Yer Hills and Dales my Journey I putſu d) 
Nor ſlack d my Pace till flow ty Ce uie wid ::: 


Jn whoſe delightful Brow, in col Ratreat 31613] iq | [het 
nong the curling Vines, the Prophet ſati3 (1272 !!: 


Vhoſe twining Arms 4 beauteous Arboùr made NO 
lhe beauteous Arbour: form'd a gtateful· Shade s 


14 : B 2 The 


— 


( 22) 


The fanning Zepbyes gently play d around; | 
And ſhock the trembling Leaves, and ſwept the Ground 
Down bumbly at his Feet I proſtrate fell, 
dubmiſs, and, I * the mournſul Taker" 


PR 6 
vw + 53 28 


Calm and compoſe. thy anxious Mind, ſaid he, U 
Tears camt revoke 'th? Almighty? s fix d Dae 
We live and die, and both as he thinks fit; 
He may command, but Mortals muſt age 
Death is a Debt we all to Nature Wwe, 
And not at Evil, but when counted fo. 


Yer if of Heaven 1 can my Suit obtsin, | ed |}, 
Thy « Child "ſhall live, and thou rejoice again. © © © Thi 
Thus faid, with Looks divine his Staff he views, Th: 
As if ſome powerful Charm he wou'd-infaſe; _ *- An 
Then calls his Servant haſtily, and ſaid, RN! An 
On the Child's Face ſee this diſcreetly laid, -  - | —_ An 
The obſequious Servant his Command obey'd.. ) ? 
n 
O Tou, ſaid I, on whom my Hope depends, | 
Do not transfer this Work to Setvants Hands! Ine 
If thou thy ſelf refuſe with me to go. JIBu 
Here to the liſt'ning Vines. I'll vent my Woe; [Ai 
Still proſtrate lie, lamenting for my Son, 
Till every Hill prove vocal to my Moan. © © © 
More hag I ſaid, but Grief the Words ſeppreſ'd ; |* 
Yer Sighs and'filent Tears explain'd the reſt. ud 4 


8 = 


(19) 


At length he from his verdant Seat arole, 
And haſtily adown the Mountain goes 3 I tic 
To Shunem ; we with ſpeed our way purſye, 5 


The City ſoon appears within our View; 
And the returning Servant at the Gate, 


penſive and ſad without Succeſs, we met : 

The beauteous Child by Death ſtill 'vanquiſh'g. ane, E 
Still Death inſulted ofer the beauteous Prey: 

Tiil to the Houſe the ſacred Seer was come, | 
And with fupetnal ne = pat the Room. 


By the dead Chad e a-whilc he penſive ſtood, 4 oy x 
Thien from the Chamber put the mourning Croud: 
That done, to God, he made his ardent Prayer, 


And breath'd upon the Child with vital Air: 4 i 


And now the Soul reſumes her n „ 
| and now the Heatt begins to bank. 82 45 2 Fa 
A ſecond Life diffuſes o'er the Dead, 

And Death, by on d, inglorious doth recede. 


Thus when a prowling Wolf hath ſtol'n a b 
He ſternly guards it from the bleat ing Dam; 


But if the Keeper comes, he quits his Prey, fee LT 
And, lowing, with reluctance makes away. 


And now the Prophet to my longing Arms 5 


Reſigns the Child,” with more than wonted Charms ; ; d 


The bluſhy Roſe ſhone freſher in his Face, 
And Beauty ſmil'd with a ſuperiour Grage. 


(64 


J reid moi 240 , 


80 when Heavens 8 Lamp that rules t the Sia Day i 
Behind the ſable Moon purſues his, Waſh ; tw! ol 
Affrighted Morrals, \ when th Eclipſe i is o Ver, on 7:31 
Believe him more "Waſtrious thay, Weihe eee BOY 


— wii 


© 120% O &4?; 3,201 | il 
Here ends the Dame, * the a” oy Than, j 1 
Wich Hallelujahs thus. conclude: the Song bei 
| Righteous and Gogd art Thau, Lord God of Hoſt, i To 
And all thy Works are . Wonderful and juſt; & Iro 
Both Life and Death are in thy powertul Hand; 
Both Life and Death obey thy great Command : 


By Thy great Power the Heavens, and, Earth ar 5 
Then let the Heavens and Earth Fong their — 8 


Thou glorious Sun, that meaſur'ſt all 85 Jays, ; rs T6; 
Riſing and Setting, Gill adva ance [ys Fr 3 i | : . 
Thou Moon, and 3 ye : lels f ale ring Oi SE dance "= 
Round this Terreſtrial! Globe, bis Praiſe adyance: - Rs : W 
Ye liquid Seas, ſtill waving to and Ko, 8 da 
Praiſe when ye ebb, and praiſe him when ye "flow 
Ye wandring Rivers, and each purling Stream 
As ye purſue your Courſe, his Praiſe Proclaim: 1 21 
Ye Deus, and Miſts/ and humid apt all:. 
Praiſe when ye riſe, and praiſe him when'ye fall be | h 
But chiefly Iſrael, . ho ſo, oft do ſt. vi-. n bak 
His powerful Works, his daily, P raiſe, renew. FM) 23 nab 


_-. « * „ WY 4 ; 
14 m * #4 P S+ £4 e * by + ©? 2 " ” - 
ef 5» 4 #111 142 4 711 3411 1 500M 9 — vitly! 4 211 4 


17 


* 
| 
| 4 < 0 E Tx _ 
* «4 = ** * * 8 * 9 * ' * #v 8 * 1 94 v * 
| SIT moi 8 CHHIW D 11M ue: 
— 


Pr 
| G; 
3 % of 


51. 


[ 


aw) 


TGT: 


127 


RN 


(br in O07 235% £32 2 - 2 gw W.. 319 1H! 
11 ©) J 
De T. HRESHER'S Lanove! 1 

Di: { 9613 m. YI L T9 269 M03) of 1D or, 


H E grateful Tribute of theſe rural Lays, (es 0 
» Which t en Parron's Hand tie Muſel conveys; 


Deignete accept y tig juſt She? Tribute bring dir m 
Iro Him whoſe Bohntyi gives her Life te Jing; i” 10 
Io him wit gemeraiis! Favours ume her Voiodjul © 74. 


And bid Her midſt nher Foverty teile: fit bn 


Inſpir d by Thef&*the ares“ her felf prepare; 1 


fy nge che Tn Eat Nvctvm 90 cn ot 2200 287 
te chdlets-Tofls, hich always grow ew," en mor 
And the poot” ThreſMef's 8 S to Putſüue? % b. 


Ev'n theſe with pleafurt” c can the Miſe rehearſe, | FEE 


When Toi OW, 7M | Graticide, commarid che Vert bat 


211 12 48 280 e210 IW 70.0] 


20001811 2 * : I 
Soon as 1738 Har el hath, laid bare the Plains, . 91 


And Barns well Hl It reward the Fa armer 'S Pains ; 
What Corn each Sbeaf will yicld, intent to xy n it 


4 wy kJ 
T _ 
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4 


And gueſs from thence the. Profits gf the Lear; 
unt Gr. 


Or elſe impending Ruin i to o preyeng,, 8 
By paying, timely, threat? ning, Landlord's. Rene, 3 
He calls his Threſhers forth + Aropng, we ſtand, - FR a 


With deep Attention. Waiting bis, Gompand 4... ql} 2T 
To each our Tasks he readily divides, FR 


4 pointing, to our different Stations guides. 


—— — — 


20 


As 


As he. directs, to Liftcrent Barns we 1 
800 for Wheat, and chere ter Barlly tut e 
But firſt, to ſhew what he expects to find, 


Theſe Werds, ot Words like theſe, diloloſe h 5 Mind: 
So dry the Corn was carry'd from the Field, AY 
So eaſily twill [Threffi; ſo well *twill Yield; [7 7 © 1Þ 
Sure large Days Wark: I well may hope for now 3 Her 
Come, ſtrip, and. try, let's ſee what you can do. 150 
Diveſted of our Cloaths; with Flail in. Hand,, Po 
At a juſt Diſtance, Front. to Front we. Stand,; iu OL The 
And firſt the Threſhall 8 gently ſwung; £0 be, b A Inſp 
Whether with jut Exactneſs it will h vo 1 hl No 
That once ſecure, more. quick we. whirl, them round, No 
From the ſtrong Planks our Crab-Tree Staves rebound, Ti 
Ar echoing Barns return the rattling Sound. J Tit 
Now in the Air our. knotty Weapons fly; NR Sy * WI 
And now with equal Force deſcend from High : IO. 
Down one, one up, ſo well they keep the Time, : 
The Cyclops Hammers could not truer chime ; 
Nor with more heavy Strokes could tna groan, 
When Vulkan forg'd the Arms for Thetis' Son. 


M 

W 

| Ai 

In briny Streams our Sweat deſcends apace, : 1 « 
| 

A 

1 

H 


Drops from our Locks, or trickles down our Face. 5 
No intermiſſion. in our Works we know; . 


Their Maſter abſent, others bh pla7: 


The derpng Trial doth it lf betray, b 


Cu; 


or yet the redious Labour to beguile, = 7 

nd make the paſſing Minutes ſweetly ſnile. D | 

; [Can we, like Shepherds, tell a merry Tale? | | 
ſhe Voice is loſt, drown'd by the noiſy Hail. 1 
Put we may think 2 Alas! what pleaſing ching | | 

Niere to the Mind can the dull Fancy in 1... | 

he Eye beholds no. pleaſant | Object hwy; 

No chearful Sound diverts the liſt 'ning 5 

The Shepherd well may tune his Voice to ang, | 

Tnppir'd by all the Beauties of the Spring 3. | 

No Fountains murmur here, no Lambkins play, 

No Linets warble, and no Fields look gay; , . 

Tis all a dull and melancholy Scene, 215 

Irit only to provoke the Muſes Spleen | 

when footy Peaſe we threſh, you ſcarce can a know | 


our native Colour, as from Work we go; 
The Sweat, and Duſt, and ſuffocating Smoke, 


Make us ſo much like Ethiopians look : 

We ſcare our Wives, when Evening brings us home ; 5 
And frighted Infants think the Bug-bear come. 

Week after . Week we this dull Task purſue, 
Unleſs when winnowing Days produce a new; 

A new indeed, but frequently a worſe, 

The Threſhall yields but to the Maſter's Curſe 

He counts the Vuſhels, counts how much a Day, 
Then ſwears we've idled half our Time away. 

Why look ye, Rogues! D'ye think that this will do ? 


Your Neighbours threſn as much again as you. | 
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When th" angry Mater views the blotted Bock: 


We, The Corn threſhes bad, "twas eur too _=” l 
But now the Winter hides his- hoary Head, 5 


— — — — _ — 
— — 
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Now in our, Hands de with bur "noly” Tes. 
To drown the hated Names of: Rogues and F ools's 2 
But wanting thole, we Juſt like School. Boys Wa” { 


They cry their Ink was f aulty, and heir. Few; - 


=- 


And Nature's Face is with new Beauty prebd y 

The Spring appears, atid kind Refreſhing — | 
New clothe the Field with Grafs, and deck with Flowers 
Next her, the fl ripening Summer preffes on, 0 0 
And Sol begins his tongeſt Stage to ru: 
Before the Door oür welcome Maſter bande, 

The — much-w i d | Eerie iniparts | | 

Life to our, Looks, and Spirit to our Bates: 

We wiſh the happy Seaſon may be fair, 1 

And joyful, long to breathe in opener Air. 

This Change of 1881 ſeems to give much Eaſe ; 
And does, at leaſt, Imagination pleaſe. 

With Thoughts of Happineſs our Joy's complete, 
There's always Bitter "mingled wich the Sweet. 

When Morn does thro* the Faſtern Windows peep, 
Strait from our Beds we ſtart, and ſhake off Sleep; 
This new Employ with eager haſte to prove, 
This new Employ becomes ſo much our Love: 
Alas! that human Joys ſhou'd change ſo ſoon, 
Even this may bear another Face at Noon! 


— 


Thus in the Morn a Courſer I have ſeen, 


—̃—— — — — 
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The Birds ſalute ps as to Work we 80, 8 
Aud. 4 paw, Life feams | in dur .Preaſis ro glow oi 
Arczoſs, one's Shoulder hangs a Scythe well del d 

The Weapon deſtin'd to unclothe the Field: 
T'gther ſupports. the Whetſtone, Scrip, and Beer; 
That for. gur Scythes, and Theſe our ſelves. t9 cher 


And now the Field deſign d our Strength to try 


Appears, and meets at laſt our longing Eye; * 
The Graſs and Ground. cach cheartully ſutyeys, 
Willing to ſer which way the Advantage lyes. 
As the beſt Man, each claims the foremoſt; Place, 
And our firſt Work ſeems but a ſportive Race: 
With rapid Force our well-whet Blades, we drive, 
Strain every Nerve, and Blow for Blow we give: 24 
Tho' but this Eminence the Foremoſt gains, 
Only t' excel the reſt in Toil and Pains-. 

But. when the ſcorehing Sun is mounted high, 
And no kind Barns with friendly Shades are nigh, 
Our weary Seythes- entangle in the Gtaſs, 

And Streams of Sweat run trickling down a-pace; 
Our ſportive Labour we too late lament, 

And wiſh that Strength again, we vainly ſpent: 


With headlong Fury ſcour the level Green, . 
Or mount the Hills, it Hills are in his Way, 
As if no Labour could his Fire allay, 

Till the meridian Sun with ſultry Hear, 


And piercing Beams hath bath'd his Sides i in Sweat; 
C's The 


z 


" ou» 
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The lengthen'd Chace ſcarce able to ſuſtain, 
He meaſures back the Hills and Dales with Pain. 
With Heat and Labour tir d; our Seythes we quit, 
Search out a ſhady Tree, and down we fit; 

From Scrip and Bottle hope new Strength to J. er 
But Scrip and Bottle too are try'd in van. 
Down our parch'd 'Throats we ſcarce the Bread can get, 
And quit o er- ſpent with Toil, but faintly eat; 
Nor can the Bottle only anſwer all, 

Alas! the Bottle and the Beer's too ſmall. 

Our Time ſlides on, we move from off the Graſs, 
And each again betakes him to his Place. 

Not eager now, as late, our Strength to prove, 

But all contented regular to move: 

Often we whet, as often view the Sun, 

To ſee how near his tedious Race is run: 

At length he vails his radiant Face from ſight, 
And bids the weary Traveller good-night : 
Homewards we move, but ſo much ſpent with Toil, 
We walk but ſlow, and reſt at eyery Stile. 

Our good expecting Wives, who think we ſtay, 
Got to the Door, ſoon eye us in the Way; 


Then from the Pot the Dumpling's catch'd in haſte, 


And homely by its ſide the Bacon's plac'd. 
Supper and Sleep by Morn new Strength ſupply, 
And out we {ct again our Works to try: 

But not ſo early quite, nor quite ſo faſt, 

As to our Colt we did the. Morning paſt, 
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(021 ) 
Soon as the riſing Su hath drank the DW .? 
Another Scene ĩstepen d to out View; 1 03 bnk 


Our Maſter comes, and at his Heels a Throng 
Of prattling Females, arm d with Rake and Prong: 
Prepar d, whil' ſt be is hete, to make his Hay; 
Or, it he turns his Back, prepar d to play. T eage : 
But here, or gone, ſure of this Comfort ſtill, 

Here's Company, ſo they may chat their Al ue 
And were their Hands as active as their Tongues, 
How nimbly then would move their Rakes and ud 
The Graſs again is ſpread upon the Groumd, 

Till not a. vacant Place is to be found; 

And while the piercing Sun-beams on it bu, 

The Haymakers have Time allow'd t6 dine: 
That ſoon diſpatch'd, they tilt ſit on the Greund, 
And the brisk Chat 'renew'd a-freſh | goes round: 8 
All talk at once, but ſeeming all to fear, 

That all they ſpeak ſo well, the reſt won't hear; 

By quick Degrees ſo high their Notes they ſtrain, 
That Standers-by can nought diſtinguiſh plain: 
So loud their Speech; and fo conſus d their Noiſe, 
Scarce puzzled Echo can return a Voice; - 

' Yer ſpite of this, they bravely all go on, 

Each ſcorns to be, or ſeem to be, outdone: 

Tin Canobſerv d before) a low ring Sky, 

Fraught with black Clouds, proclaims a Shower nigh ; | 
The tattling Croud can ſcarce their Garments gain, 

| Before deſcends the thick impetuous Rain: 


TH! 


Their 


(60, 
Their noiſy -Prattle all at once is dene, 


And e d. Helge they il he Sb . Ira 
| 12 bog eamvo till Ge 
Tha dew de d 6 kae Beine 500 8 
On ſome green Brake a Flock of Sparrows play Bel 
From Twig to Iwig, frem Buſh to Buſh they fly, JF Ot 
And with continu d Chirping fill the * 5 _ 8 An 
But on a ſudden, if a Storm appears, 1 W. 
Their chirping Noiſe no longer dins your nee; Ane 
Tbey fly. ſot Shelter ro the thickeſt/Buſh, © 1 Ile 
There ſilent fit; and all at once is huſh. I An 
But better Fate ſucceeds this rainy Day, nm 
And little Labour ſerves to make the Res „ To 
Faſt as tis cut, ſo kindly ſhines. the gun, Fot 


Turn d once ot twice, the pleaſing. Work is done? Th 
Next Day the Cocks, appear in equal Rows, 
Which the glad Malt: in ſafe 6 Roc beſtows, | 

ae e m 
But now > ths: Field: we fa no Ky range, U BT 
And yet, hard Fate! ſtill Work for Work we A Ho 


Back to the Barns again in haſte we're ſent, | + The 
Where lately fo. much Time we penſive ſpent; 3 & 
Not penſive now; we bleſs the friendly Shade, The 
And to avoid the parching Sun are glad.  - Bur 
But few Days here we're deſtin'd to remain, The 


Before our Maſter calls us forth again: 
For Harveſt now, ſays he, yourſelves prepare, 
The ripen' d Haryeſt now demands your Care. 


4 


Early next Mom I «hall diſturb yout Reſt, 


Ger al things" teady, and be quickly dreſts © 9 Ta A | 
S:rick to his Word, ſcarce the next Dawn e 
Before his/ haſty Summons fills our Ears 


Obedient to his Call; ſtrait up we ge, 
And finding — de B I 


With him, our Guide, we to the Wheat-Field 80 007 
He, to appoint, and we, the Work to d. 
le Reapers, caſt your Eyes around: the Field, 
And view the. Scene its different Beauties . „ 261 


Then look again with a more tender Tae”! ofa V7 
To think how ſoon it muſt in Ruin lie. 
For once ſet in, where-eer our Blows" we raged I Lok 
There's no reſiſting of tlie well-whet Steel: batt 


But here or there, where-&r our Courſe eee, Nr 

Sure Deſolation does our Steps attend. Nt nal 44 
Thus, when, Arabia's Sons, in hopes of bey; e 
To ſonie more fertile Country tale their wa 1 
How beauteous all things in the Morn appear, 

There Villages, and pleaſing Cots are : 7 

So many pleaſing Objects meet the Sight, 

The raviſh'd Eye could willing gaze ill Night: By 


But long er then, where-e'er their Troops have OL 
Thoſe pleaſant Proſpe&s lie a gloomy, Waſte, 


The Morning paſt, we, * eh the San, . 
And but uneaſily our Work 12 on. 


Before. 


| = „„ 

| Before us we B's ie finds 1 2 - 
And Corn blown adverſe with the ang Wind.: 
£ Behind our Backs the Female Gleatiers wait, 

Who ſometimes ſtoop, and ſometimes hold a Chat-. 
Each Morn we early riſe, go late to * n eib acid 
And lab'ring hard, a painful Lile we lead: N bat 
For Tous, ſcarce ever ceaſing, prels us now. _ ; 


— ©y 


Reſt never does, but on the Sabbath ſhow, - - - 
And barely that, our Maſter will allo. 
Nor, when aſleep, are we ſecure; from Pain, 
We then perform our Labours o'er again: 
Our mimic Fancy always reſtleſs ſcems, | 
And what wea& awake, ſhe acts in Dreams. 
Hard Fate! Our Labours ev'n in Sleep don't ceaſe, 41 
Scarce Hercules e er felt ſuch Toils as theſGG. 
At length in Rows ſtands up th: well-dry'd Corn, on 
A orateful Scene, and ready for the Barn. 
Our well-pleas'd Maſter views the Sight with Joy, 
And we for carrying all our Force employ. _ 
Contaſion ſoon Oer all the Field _— 
And ſtunning Clamours fill the Workmens Ears ; : 
The Bells, and claſhing Whips, alternate ſound, 
And rattling Waggons thunder o'er the Ground. 
The Wheat got in, the Peaſe, and other Grain, 
Share the ſame Fate, and ſoon leave bare the Plain: 
In noiſy Triumph the laſt Load moves on, 
And loud Hurra“ proclaim the Haryeſt done. 
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Jour Maſter joyful at the welcome Sight, 

Iuvites us all to feaſt with him at Night. 

IIA Table plentifully ſpread we find, 

And Jugs of humming Beer to cheer the Mind; 
Which he, too generous, puſhes on ſo faſt, 
we think no Toils to come, nor mind the paſt. 
I But the next Morning ſoon .reveals the Cheat, 
when the ſame Toils we mu again repeat: 

To the ſame Barns again muſt back return, 

Io labeur there for room tor next Year's Corn, 


— * — N — — | 


Thus, as the Year's revolving Courſe goes round, 
No reſpite from our Labour can be found: 
Like Syſiphus, our Work is never done, 
Continually rolls back the reſtleſs Stone : 
Now growing Labours {till ſucceed the paſt, 
And growing always new, muſt always laſt. 
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On Poverry. 


Here is no Ill on Earth which Mortals fly 
With ſo much Dread, as abject x od 

O deſpicable Name! We Thee to ſhun, 

On every other Exil blindly run. 

D 8 For 
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And ſhews he prizes Riches more than Breath. 
Strange Terror of Mankind! by Thee miſled, 


Except to little Souls, who think Thee ſo, 


The blunted Edge of Poverty can whet. 


| Reminds the Fairy Tails his Nurſe has told; 


(26) 

For Fear of thee, diſtruſtful Niggards go n 
In tatter d Rags, and ſtarve their Bodies too; 0 
And ſtill are poor, for fear of being ſo. 

For fear of Thee, . the Trader ſwears and vows - | 


His Wares are good, altho his Conſcience knows 
That he hath us'd his utmoſt Art and Skill, 


Their Faults and Imperfections to conceal. 28 
The Sailor terrify'd with Thoughts of Theos, T 
A 


Boldly attempts the Dangers of the Sea : 


From Eaſt to Weſt, o'er Rocks and Quick-ſands old In 


'Tis Poverty, tis that alone he fears. 

The Soldier too, whom nought but Thee can ſcare, 
In hopes of Plunder, bravely meets the War: 

To fly from Poverty, he runs on Death, 


Not Conſcience, Quick-ſands, Rocks, or Death, they ft 
And yet thou. art no formidable Foe, [ dread : 


"Tis only the Imagination, that 
"Tis ſervile Fear that does affright us moſt; 


Tis that transforms a Shadow tq a Ghoſt, 
Taus when a tim'rous Man, in Fears grown old, 


In the dark Night he oft will ſideways ſquint, 
And fees a Gobling, when there's nothing in't. 


Contented 


12700 


of Contented Poverty's no diſmal Thing. 
Free from the Cares unwieldy Riches bring: 
at diſtance both alike deceive our View, 
Nearer approach'd, they take another Hue. 
The poor Man's Labour reliſhes his Meat; 

is Morſel's pleaſant, and his Reſt is ſweet. 

e Little, Nature craves, we find with eaſe; 
Too much but ſurfeits into a Diſeaſe: 

And what we have, more than we can enjoy, 22 | 
Inſtead of ſatisfying, does but cloy. | 


rs, 


But ſhould we in another Proſpect take it; 
Was Poverty ſo hideous as they make it; 
That ſteady Man is worthy of our Praiſe, 
Who in - Diſtreſs, or pinch'd with Hunger, ſays, 
Let Poverty, or Want, be what ir will, 
ey it does proceed from God, thereforc's no III. 
I: [How does his great heroic Soul aſpire 
Above that ſordid Wealth the reſt admire! 
His noble Thoughts are fix'd on Things above, 
here by true Faith, he fees the God of Love 
Hold forth th' attractive Prize, which makes him run 
His mortal Race, to gain th' immortal Crown. 
Not all the Snares a crafty Dev' can lay, 
Can intercept, or ſtop him in his Way; 
His God-like Soul purſues the Thing that's good, 
ind ſoars above the common Multitude. 
D 2 Not 
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Not all the ſcornſul Inſults, of the Proud, 
Nor Cenſures of the baſe and groveling Croud : 
Not Poverty, in all her Terrors dreſt, 7 
Can ſhake the ſolid Quiet of his Breaſt. 
Unmoy'd he ſtands, againſt his worſt of Foes, 
And mocks the Darts which adverſe Fortune throws; 
Calm and compos d amidſt or Eaſe or Pain, 
Enjoys that true Content, which others ſeck in vain. 


So ſtands a fixed Rock, PL and ſteep, 
Within the Confines of the briny Deep : 
Laſh'd by the foaming Surges on each Side, 
Yet can't be ſhaken lr th* indignant a 


Then why ſhould Fantoms diſcompoſe the Mind, 
Or Woes, ſo far from real, fright Mankind ? 
Since Wealth is but imaginary Fame, 
Since Poverty is nothing but a Name; 
Since both from God's unerring Hand are ſent, 
Lord, give me neither, give me but Content. 
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And I, like you, a Fav'rite of the Nine; 


And find a Hero worthy of my Rhyme. 
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| Hoxous'p Sik, 


HAVE before the Tims preſcrib'd by you, 
Expos d my weak Productions to your View. 
T had been unjuſt ſo long to make you wait, 
For what at laſt had ſcarce been worth your fight : 
And only hopes for Pardon at your Hand, 7X 


— &* 


Becauſe produc d to Light by your Command. 


Haply you might expect ſome finiſh'd Ode, 
Or ſacred Song, made to the Praiſe of God. 
A glorious Thought, and laudable ! O then 
Think on thiilliterate Soul that guides the Pen; 
Ill ſuit ſuch Tasks with one that holds the Plow, 
Such lofty Subjects with a Fate ſo low. : 


Alas! Great SIR, was but your Learning mine ; 


Sacred Parnaſſus Top I ſoon would climb, 


, 
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My well-choſe Subject then I'd treat with Senſe, 
And grace each Line with Art and Eloquence. 


I would not fing of Troy, or ancient Greece : 
Of ſage Ves, or of Priam's Race; | 
Or any of theſe ſictious Sons of Fame; 

Pagans, unworthy of a Chriſtian's Theme. 


Much nobler Thoughts my grateſul Voice ſhou'd raiſe, 


In lofty Strains, to Great Meaſſiab's Praiſe: 
With Joy I'd fing of his ſtupendous Birth, 
And paint his god-like Virtues whil'ſt on Earth; 
'Then with reluctance, horror; and ſurprize, Ve 


I'd mournfully recite his Agonies ; 
Id trace the heavenly Hero to the Tree, 


And ſhew how God in Man expir'd for me. 


Next in Heroic Numbers would I tell, 

How the third Day he roſe, and vanquith'd Hell; 
Subdu d the Grave, and Death victoriouſſy, 
And gave us Earneſt of Eternity. 

Such noble Subjects ſhou'd my Lays excite ; 
And You, Great Patron, wou'd in ſuch delight : 
Grateful to me, when you well pleas d ſhou d view 
'Th* accompliſh'd facred Piece inſcrib'd to you. | 


But in Mefiab's Cauſe I can t proceed, 
Leſt when I ſtrive to praiſe him, I degrade. 


My Fate, unkind, compels me to be mute, 
\ Becauſe of Learning I am deſtitute ; N 


By which no Thought, thoꝰ well conceiy d, can i 


To full Perfection, but in Embryo dies 


{ 31 = | 
\. Fc: 
P T: g 
* 


ſet my 3 Soul 1 hein 
ind bring forth ſomething, 3 


& | Thus in the Cluny often have I _ 


Waſte and uncultivated, void of Seeds, 
Producing nothing but the rankeſt” Werde 
But why ſtand 1 my Fate accuſing o 
he Field calls me to Labour, I muſt go. 


Neighing, complains he wants his uſual Feed. 


— 


nd be propitious to your|: humble Slave. 


. 


thought improperly W 9 85 


On STEPHEN, Duck 


Duc «x! prefer'd by 6 Queer, 
To cackle Verſe on Richmond: a RS 
ild Duck in Genius! You on hig JJ 
oar with bold Wing: our rhyming Ry N 5 

re Tame Ones, and not made to fly - 

All glorious Souls, who e'er have Fun 
pome leſſer Beings uſher in. 
One hardly worthy to unlooſe, 
Tetſt he leathern Thongs that tie thy Shoes, 
Ve judge, did fix his Eye on thee, 
n his Puck Iſland Prophecy; 


Thro' ſlothful Man's negle&) a Flat of S 


* 
9 ry 
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1 


he Cow lows after Meat; the hungry — 


STEPHEN, 5 


— ATIGLCIEAALNIN 


The following ingenicus Picces, We zope will at te 


a * þ 
"44 
- 


Then, SIR, adieu! Accept what you did crave, 


— — 


- Thy Notes our Bars with Pleaſure! treath {71 = | 1 
So very wild, ſo very ſweet : | 

More than Ampbion thou haſt done, 3 

Aud raiſed Walls, which prove thy O.W-mm. 


Much Stalk from little Grain withdraw. : wu FY 


No chaffy Bard dare thee aſſail, 8 et N 

There is, no Ferice againſt & Fla 1% m3 tw will ef 
Our dangerous State we all: diſcern; .  ._ 1 

e 3 from the Barn. | ———_—— y 1 


© Where, now full a; de, 3 
Dark, (as it ſhould be) M befbre Tn 


This, Srar ux, if there's faith in der „ 
Preferment, Heaven open'd views: * Es $ oo 
And yet, by Sovereign Goodneſs own'd- SIC SE "3346 
By Cricicks band, eſegpes unden dl. 
O ſent in mercy to theſe Times ! | 
With Vigour threſh our modern Rhymes: 


And ſave our Pence in buying Straw. 


2 To Mr. SrüpREN Dees his Celebrated 17 — Poet 


ee on his late Preferment by Her —_ 


D der tho*'a Bard. o 
47 It not by Fame bely'd ) | 
Stoli's, about Greece; als Hands lung ; NN 
A Begger liv'd and d . „ 
N an * V4.9 "rr 9. b : 
am'd | Milton too, our Britiſh Bard, i 
Who as divinely wrote, No 
Sung like an Angel, but in ain; n 
And * not worth a Groat.. 


"© 4 
— 


- 
PE 


& 4 no. „ 2 
Thrice ha Ducs La nder Fate - „ 
Thy Genius does attend: „ 


Well haſt thou chreſh'd_ thy 8 and W 


To make a Queen > Friend! 


01 may ſhe ſtill new. EL grant, 


And make the Laurel thine ! ROW ot ox Hot all 
Then mall we ſee nexr new Tear 7 ode, NL ol] 00 
„ outſhine. * _ 
1 N E C3 * : ] 


— 


